>Lincoln felt his stomach contort in ways he hadn't imagined possible as the bell rang.
>All throughout the day, he hadn't seen a single trace of his one-time girlfriend and now terrorizer, Ronnie Anne.
>The only thing he knew, was that she was waiting for him on a nearby playground, from a note that warned that if he didn't, '"it" would be exposed."
>As he packed his things, he couldn't help but worry of what 'it' referred to.
>Making his way out the door of school, not even bothering to wait for Clyde. He walked down the side walk for a few minutes before spotting the ordained meeting spot, picking his pace up to a jog as he entered the playground.

>There, sitting atop the monkey bars, was Ronnie Anne, a small smile on her face as she swung her legs under her, staring at Lincoln.
>They sat there for what seemed like hours to Lincoln, one not taking their gaze off the other.
>"R-Ronnie Anne?" He finally spoke, breaking the silence between them. "H-How are y-"
>Before he could even finish pleasantries, she let herself fall to the ground, reaching into her hoodies pocket and bringing out a photograph.
>Lincoln could barely contain his own scream, realizing it was a picture of his sister and him, kissing on a park bench from a few days ago.
>"You don't want these getting out?" She whispered, breaking Lincoln's attention from the photo.
>"Then you and I are having a little rendezvous tonight."

>His mouth hung open as her words reached his ears, he quickly weighed his options.
>On one hand, he truly did love Lynn, she consoled him after the nasty breakup with Ronnie Anne weeks prior, and showed a side of herself he had never seen from her.
>On the other hand, their relationship leaking could spell the separation of the kids, something he didn't want to happen to himself, but especially he didn't want to put Lynn through.
>"F-Fine..." He finally said, clenching his fists in an attempt to halt his welling tears. "How...will we do this...?"
>Ronnie Anne's smile simply grew in size, walking around to Lincoln's behind, placing her head atop his shoulders as she wrapped her arms around his stiffened body.
>"Don't worry about that, it'll be easy..." She whispered, giggling under her breath. "Sneak out...and meet here." And with that, she planted a small kiss on his cheek before breaking off, stuffing both hands and the photo in her hoodies pocket as she began walking away.
>"Make sure to tell no one...I'm not above releasing them even if you DO be a good boy and comply."

>Lincoln stood there, his best attempts betraying him as tears began to fall to the ground.
>After some time, he began wiping his face away, knowing that he'd need to put on his best face until later tonight. Even in front of Lynn.
>As Lincoln slowly regained control of himself, he turned around, eyes downcast as he began to walk towards him.
>'This is really happening...' He thought, the feeling of his eyes watering once more returning. 'I have to do this.'
>The long trek home took much longer than normal, Lincoln having to pause every once and awhile to regain his composure, losing himself to the thought of shattering Lynn's recent trust she placed in him with their relationship. 
>Despite knowing deep down that their connection was horribly wrong, she stuck with him and owed his recovery from the break up solely on her. 
>He remembered that night, as he laid in bed sobbing his eyes out, denying himself dinner. He remembered a soft knock, and Lynn slowly cracking the door, asking to come in. 
>He remembered her embrace then, and how it put him to ease as they held on to each other for dear life. 
>For them, it was only natural progression after that night for them to spend more and more time together, being drawn closer and closer.
>Now, as he approached his residence, he stared at the door, knowing that his sisters, especially Lynn, would be waiting to find out what had kept him from home for so long. 

>Slowly, he inched his way towards the front door, steeling himself for what lay behind the door.
>Steeling himself to face the girl who he'd betray tonight.
>As Lincoln reached the porch, he heard scuffling feet behind the door.
>Unsurprisingly, they were expecting him home any moment.
>A voice called out, alerting the house to his arrival. Lincoln recognized the voice as Lola's, the usual 'Right Hand' of Lori. 
>'Its been this long...?' he thought, turning his attention to the sky, glowing a light orange as the sun began to set. 'Of course they'd be worried sick...'
>"LINCOLN!" A shout came from in front of him, the door being ripped open, a furious Lori stood in the entrance. "And WHERE have you been?!" 
>Lincoln just sighed, expecting this reaction from the eldest of his siblings. 
>"H-Hi Lori..." He spoke, not even attempting to hide the weariness in his voice. "I'm sorry..." 
>Lori's fury was replaced with concern, the memory of Lincoln's emotions after the breakup being almost exactly the same. She knew that she would have to be careful.
>"I-Its okay twerp..." Lori moved out of the way, cautiously motioning in to the house. "It's almost dinner time...I'm glad you're safe Lincoln..." 
>He really tried to mumble out a thanks, but he couldn't be bothered to. He simply gave her a nod.
>Lincoln shambled into the house and up the stairs, eyes downcast the entire time. Lori watched as he did, fearing whatever happened to cause his brother's second bout of depression. 
>As he made his way up to his room to place his bag, he noticed the door was cracked ever so slightly. His eyes widened as he realized who would be brash enough to invade his privacy without his knowledge.
>As he neared his room, he heard the distinct noise he had come to be so used to over the last few weeks when he returned from school.
>The sound of a ball bouncing against his wall.
>Sighing as he perked himself up, putting on the best face he possibly could, he took a peak in, only to suddenly hear the ball stop, and no one actually on his bed. 

>'What the...' Suddenly, the door swung open, an arm grasping a recoiling Lincoln before pulling him in, the door slamming once he was passed the threshold of his own room. 
>"Hey Linc!" Lynn said, immediately pulling him in the tight hug he had come accustomed to. "You worried me! What's going on? Why were you late? Where'd you g-" 
>Even now, Lincoln couldn't believe the amount of care she had for him, wanting to make absolute sure he was ok, in her own rough way of course. He felt he honestly didn't deserve it.
>Lincoln quickly brought a hand up onto her mouth, smiling sadly as he returned the hug. "Don't worry about it..." He simply said, his grip around her tightening. "Really...everything is fine." 
>"Just know that I love you..."
>The two sat there for quite some time, Lynn mostly out of confusion on what had gotten into him but more than happy to be so close to him, and Lincoln sitting there, holding back his emotions and reveling in this period before night fell. 
>Unfortunately, as dinner time came, they were forced to break off, each trading a single peck on the cheek as they made their way downstairs.
>The rest of the evening passed without incident, Lynn and Lincoln trading glances every so often unbeknownst to their family. Lincoln gave her a quick wink as the family began their bedtime ritual, the two blushing as they retreated to their rooms.
>That night, the house was silent, with everyone sound asleep, even Lucy. 
>All except for Lincoln. 

>As the clock hit 1 AM, he removed the blanket from atop him, slipped on his trousers, and crept downstairs and towards the door.
>The night air had a nice chill to it as Lincoln stepped out of the house, the moon illuminating his surroundings enough to see his path clearly.
>As he made his way down the sidewalk, his mind wandered on what Ronnie Anne exactly had planned. 
>The break up was mostly due to Lincoln being tired of her constant insults and borderline assault, with more than a few bruises being caused by their relationship. 
>'What could she possible want that I can even give her?' He thought. 'It couldn't be money, could it?'
>Knowing it was far too late to turn back and still make it at a decent time, he continued forward, the playground in his sights. 
>A small light was shining from the playground, this time near a bench parents use to sit down to watch their kids. Lincoln picked up stride, wanting to get this over with as soon as he could. 
>"Lincoln!" Ronnie Anne called out, smiling wide as she spotted his shadow. She leaped up and ran towards him, embracing him tightly. "I just knew you'd show up!"
>Lincoln's face twisted in disgust. How dare she show her love now, after weeks of jabs at his personal life and physical trauma! 
>As Ronnie Anne broke away from the hug, he noticed two things out of the ordinary.
>First, her normal hoodies was replaced by a zip up jacket, and her shorts were a skirt about the same length as said shorts. 
>Second, was the video camera she held in her hand, and the tripod set up behind her, pointing to the bench she once sat on.
>"I really felt awful about you breaking up with me, you see..." She calmly spoke, her grin returning to its normal size. "And when I saw you kissing Lynn, in public of all places...well, I saw an opportunity to take back whats mine." She turned around, quickly setting up the camera and sitting down on the bench.
>"Now..." she said, breaking the silence. "Ready to 'redeem' yourself?"
>Lincoln shifted his gaze between the camera and Ronnie Anne, his confusion obvious to the smirking girl before him. 
>'Oh...I get it!' He realized, placing two and two together. 'She's gonna film some kind of prank! She made it sound so much more...dire before!' 
>Lincoln's worry dissolved into relief as he nodded to her, a small smile forming on his lips. "Yeah, ready..." 
>"Good, good..." She said, reaching once more into her jacket pocket. She produced a set of silver handcuffs and a small key, much to Lincoln's surprise. With her free hand, she motioned him over by patting the bench. "Then let's get started." 
>Lincoln took his seat on the bench, his eyes glued to the handcuffs. 'She obviously wants to make this one really embarrassing.'
>"Now Lincoln..." Ronnie Anne spoke, clasping her hands over his. "I know just how much you loved me before the breakup, but I'm sure you'll love me more after this! I mean, it's what every boy wants!"

>"Y-Yeah, sure Ronnie..."
>Lincoln sat there somewhat stunned, looking at her as she quickly and masterfully slapped the cuffs on him, Lincoln marveling at the speed of her hands. 'Has she been practicing this?'
>"Hey, can we just please get on with this?" He asked, discomfort present in his voice. "I really want to get home and get some sleep."
>"Calm down, loser..." she whispered, sending chills down Lincoln's spine. Her voice was what Lincoln imagined a predator would say to its prey as it cornered it. "We're gonna be out here for awhile. Better get comfy."
>She suddenly pushed Lincoln down hard onto the bench, her eyes staring down at the stunned boy. She reached up to her jacket, slowly beginning to pull the zipper down.
>Underneath, Lincoln recoiled up the bench at what he saw, which was to say nothing but bare skin underneath. A hand gripped his shoulder as he felt him being stuck in place, Ronnie Anne's gleaming smile returning fully. 
>"Oh no, this show is for you..." She cooed, her hand gripping even tighter onto him. "Enjoy it...while you can." 
>"The rest of the night is for me..."
>With that, she pulled the zipper fully down, the jacket now split down the middle and just covering both of her budding breasts. 
>As Ronnie Anne suddenly sprang up, standing on the bench on either side of Lincoln, giving him a full shot of underneath her skirt. Once more, panic filled Lincoln as he saw nothing covering her self under it, just like the under the jacket. 
>Lincoln finally realized that his guess was far off the mark. A bright blush formed on his cheeks as he took in the girl standing so high above him.
>He saw something glisten as it dripped down onto him from her nether regions, Ronnie Anne giggling a bit as his face wrapped in fear. "You know, it's been quite cold tonight, and I was waiting for you on this cold, hard bench..." 
>"I could use a little 'warm-up'."
>Lincoln's mouth hung agape as Ronnie Anne slithered her hand down herself, and to her slit. Slowly, she began rubbing, staring directly into Lincoln's eyes as she did. 
>"Come on Lincoln...' She hissed, her face flushing. "Y-You better get all ready for me." 
>Lincoln wanted to scream for help, to get out of the area as fast as he could. He knew that it'd be practically impossible with the handcuffs and with Ronnie Anne atop him, not to mention the consequences if he did back out. 
>Despite his wishes, his own body reacted to the sight of her pleasuring herself, his erection pressing against his pants as he shook his head. 
>"R-Ronnie Anne, t-this isn't a funny prank...!" He stammered out, trying to keep his eyes from wandering down below.
>At the bottom of his heart, he truly hoped that this was just an incredibly mean spirited prank. 'Maybe she'll realize she's taking it too far!'
>"Oh..." She calmly said, her hand stopping atop her clit. "You thought this was a prank?" 
>"Y-Yeah...I mean...I-I assumed-" 
>The hand she was just using suddenly clasped over his mouth, Lincoln's senses being overridden by the strong aroma of her hands work to herself. 
>"I assure you Lincoln..." She whispered, leaning down fully atop him. Slowly, her free hand snaked it's way from his hair down to his trousers, a thumb lightly pulling on them.
>"This is all real."

>Ronnie Anne grabbed a hold of his pants, slowly pulling them down his legs, leaving him only in his underwear. 
>Lincoln let out a muffled "Stop" as she did, his body betraying his wishes as Ronnie Anne peered down at his erection.
>"See, was it really that hard?" She asked. "I think we've both had a chance to 'soak' each other in. Why don't we get right into it, Linc-y?" 
>She reached over, pressing the record button on the video camera. As the hand over his mouth departed, Lincoln opened his mouth to voice his resistance, only to be greeted with Ronnie Anne pressing his lips to his. 
>Lincoln, shocked at this turn of events, simply squirmed under the girl, her hands roaming to his underwear, rubbing his hardened member through the fabric.
>Lincoln, at first, resisted the kiss, trying desperate to not give her the satisfaction of his enjoyment, but once more his body failed him as small moans escaped him. 
>Ronnie Anne, seeing his resistance subside, decided to take this time to strike, her hand yanking the only cover he had under her down. She pressed her lower body down into him, the length of his shaft pressing against her opening as she slowly rubbed into him.

>"M-More..."
>A devilish grin twisted itself onto Ronnie Anne's features, her hands clasping together. "Oh, Lincoln!" She fake swooned, giggling to herself as she lifted herself off of him. "Say that again...but beg for it." 
>Lincoln's brain was already fried; the sensation from her rubbing, the aroma of pleasure between them, the sharp differences in heat and chill on parts of his body. He was beyond the point of knowing what was right or wrong. 
>"P-Please..." He began, his fists balling up within the confines of the handcuffs. 
>'You have to stop!' 
>"Please, Ronnie Anne..." 
>'You can't do this to Lynn, she's been there for you more than Ronnie Anne has!'
>He closed his eyes once more, his eyes welling up as shame washed over him. But he needed this, and Ronnie Anne knew it. 
>"Please give me more..." 
>Ronnie Anne laughed, her hand reaching down and grasping Lincoln's piece. Slowly, she raised herself up more as he placed his tip at the entrance of her folds. 
>"As you wish, Lincoln..." She spared a quick glance at the camera, the red light blinking in the night as she lowered herself down, warranting a groan from her, that slowly turned itself into a moan as she took him fully in.
>All Lincoln felt was heat pouring over his body as he let out a long moan, his fists shaking in the cuffs as he did. The sensation grasped him as he finally opened his eyes, staring face to face with Ronnie Anne. 
>"I love you, Lincoln..." She whispered, wiggling her hips, almost as if to tease the boy about the situation. 
>Lincoln's tears finally began to fall, his breath shaking as he took in breaths, his insides filled with a potent mixture of contempt and lust as he stared at her. 
>'Don't...I've done enough...please...I-I need to...' 
>All that escaped him at first was an awkward sigh, before finally, he found his voice.
>"I...I love you...too..."
>Ronnie Anne sat there, soaking in the feeling of Lincoln within her. Lincoln noted her mesmerized eyes as she looked down at his pelvis, her hips rocking lightly still. 
>"Y-You know Linc..." She said, looking up at him. "I-I'm doing this for you...a-all for you." 
>Lincoln stared at her, somewhat distracted at the feeling of her rolling hips. He weakly nodded, not quite sure what she meant by it at all. 
>"I-I just wanted you to know that." 
>Lincoln attempted to continue the conversation, only to suddenly be bombarded with warmth as she began her ascent back up, Ronnie Anne gasping a bit as she did. 
>"You just n-need a little push..." She continued, bringing herself back down to his base, both letting out gasps. 
>"A little push...t-to..." Back up she went, this time with more confidence in her movements. Again, she slid down, beginning her rhythmic bounce on top of him. 
>"T-To realize how w-wrong you and Lynn are...together." 
>Lincoln's eyes shot wide open, his own vision blurred by tears as he attempted to wriggle out from beneath the girl. 'How dare she...' He seethed inside his head.
>'How dare she, after all she's done!' 
>His struggles were in vain, however, as Ronnie Anne clasped her hands over his shoulders, pressing him down into the bench. She smirked at him before she suddenly picked up speed, Lincoln's mind going fuzzy once again as the sensation overtook him.

>Ronnie Anne moved faster up and down Lincoln's length, her own panting turning to gasps and moans, both of them feeling the effects of exploring each other for the first time in unison. 
>Lincoln finally snapped, his own hips bucking himself up into her in time with each of her motions, his body building up to climax for the first time with another.
>Ronnie Anne fell forward, clutching onto Lincoln with all that her grip allowed her, her own moans calling out his name right into his ear. 
>"R-Ronnie Anne!"
>With a simple name uttered, the two reached their climax, with Lincoln's whole body stiffening during his orgasm, shooting load after load into his assaulter. Ronnie Anne reacted by cumming along with him, slamming herself down in one final thrust. 
>The night was penetrated by a moan from the two, followed by silence, the two panting at odds to one another as they reeled from their experience together. 
>There they lay, for minutes as they tried to grasp ahold themselves, Ronnie Anne snuggling into Lincoln. Slowly, she reached a trembling arm to the camera, fumbling a bit with the camera before the blinking red light finally stopped.
>As Lincoln finally calmed down, his hands once more formed into fists. The rage he felt for the girl that lay on him was only dwarfed by one thing. 
>The disgust he had for himself, who couldn't even stop her.
>A look of satisfaction on Ronnie Anne's face, she slowly propped her hands to Lincoln's side, pushing herself up. She made it her duty to do so slowly, savoring the feeling as she slid off his member. 
>Finally freeing herself from the connection to Lincoln, she stumbled backwards; taking the seat she had prior to their encounter. 
>Even from where he was laying, Lincoln saw a mix of their cum leak forth from her. The shame gripped hold of him, causing him to lean fully back onto the bench once more.
>They sat there, both finally regaining control of their breathing. Silence gripped down upon them as Lincoln simply looked up to the night sky, anything to avert his gaze from the monster before him.
>The first to get up was Ronnie Anne, who simply zipped up her jacket before reaching into it, producing the silver key to the cuffs. She unlocked them without even speaking up, Lincoln catching site of her annoying smile as she leaned over him. 
>She turned to the camera, letting out a sigh. "You know you loved it..." She simply said, before beginning to dismantle the tripod set up. 
>With his hands finally free, he put them above his face, staring intently. He wanted more than anything to clock her, to hurt her in any way he could. 
>She took something from him that he couldn't ever get back, and he knew it.
>The worst part wasn't that he wouldn't act on his aggression, or even her forceful taking of what was his.
>The worst part was how deep down in his core, he knew he loved it. Every moment of being forcefully handled against his will. He wanted more, even after finishing. He wanted more of that hot sensation.
>He wanted more of Ronnie Anne.

>Lincoln laid there as he heard Ronnie Anne skim through the footage, occasionally letting certain parts play as the recording spewed out their collective moans, before speeding the footage back up. Finally, he heard the screen shut, with a content 'hmph' coming from Ronnie Anne.
>As he listened to her get ready to leave, something within him pushed for him to look over. From the way she was standing, he could just make out her rear, bending over to fold the tripod up one last time. 
>It made him sick longing for her after what just happened. The heat returned to his face as he watched her, realizing that his pants still were around his knees as his erection hit the cold air.
>Reaching down and pulling his pants up, he sighed as he once more looked back at Ronnie Anne, this time peering back at him. 
>"How was it Lincoln?" She asked, her voice dripping with sweetness that he suspected was fake. "If you really want more, you just gotta ask." 
>Lincoln pulled himself up, sitting on the bench. Staring at the girl who had raped him. The whole situation felt like a nightmare to him, and that he'd wake up any moment. 
>"Well?" 
>Lincoln felt himself shrug, unsure of who was even in control of his motion anymore. He wanted to scream no, but he just couldn't. He wanted to just leave, but something told him to stay. 
>Ronnie Anne simply laughed at him, picking up the folded tripod under her arm. 
>"That good, huh? I'll be in touch, and you better listen, or else." And with that, she walked out the playground and down the road, whistling a tune as she did. Lincoln sat there, a sense of relief passing as she disappeared behind a house.
>The cold air surrounded him completely now, his body beginning to shiver as he once more looked back up to the sky.
>Lincoln wished for the warmth of Lynn around him at that moment, hugging him as she had weeks ago, comforting him. 
>However, as he imagined that, he remembered the heat of just moments ago. Ronnie Anne's grasp on him, her movements speeding up as they called out one another's name, and the simple close proximity of one another.
>Lincoln pulled his knees up to his chest, his arms wrapping around them and around himself as he hugged them to his head, his facade finally dropping.
>"Why..."
>He cheated on Lynn, there was no way around that fact. The relationship they've worked so hard to create and hide not only had the chance of being exposed, but he himself had betrayed all they had worked for. And he loved every moment of it.
>"What did I do...?"
>Ronnie Anne had raped him, cold and simple. Yet despite this, he wanted so much more from her. A closeness that Lynn had never shown him, and probably never would unless they left the house. He longed for more of it. 
>Curled up on the park bench, wracked with two sides pulling at his very being, the dam collapsed. The tears flowed freely once more for the day as he dug his head into his arms further, the night filled with his unrestrained sobs.

>His alarm clock blared at its usual time, a groan escaping him as he lugged his arm over to turn it off.
>Lincoln laid there, a splitting headache hitting him from a terrible nights sleep. He kept his eyes closed, he really didn't want to open them yet.
>The first thing that hit his senses was the feeling of damp clothes and sheets stuck to his skin, much to his irritation. He could also feel an odd crusty-ness to his underwear, much to his discomfort.
>'Was I sweating in my sleep?'
>His dreams, despite not remembering them too well in his waking hour, kept him from a sound nights sleep. All he could recall was how intense they were, and how they scared him immensely.
>'W-What...happened?' 
>The second thing that got to him was the smell. It was a combination of sweat and...something slightly sweet? It was a bizarre smell, but he couldn't put his finger on what it was. 
>His head was foggy as he sat up from his bed, dangling his legs off the side. He brought his hand to his head, wondering what could possibly of caused his restless night. 
>He tried with all the brain power his tired mind could muster to remember his journey to the playground, Ronnie Anne, going h-
>'Ronnie Anne!' 
>His recollection returned to him, his eyes shot wide open as he looked down at himself, seeing the mess that he was. Ronnie Anne, the park, the sensations of skin on skin. Everything. 
>He remembered walking home, his tears being the only company he had, his sobs being all he heard as he walked down the empty road to home. 
>He remembered it all. Yet he didn't feel anything. He had cried himself to sleep already, and what was left was this empty, hollow feeling with a dull pain in his stomach. 
>'I-....I need to change...it's still a school day..."
>As he stood up and opened the door, his eyes widened at the sight of Lynn and Lucy's door open, a rarity this early in the morning. 
>'Oh no...'
>Lincoln peered down the hall, looking to see if the bathroom was occupied. Much to his relief, he couldn't hear any water running.
>'Wait, maybe it's Lucy!' Its true that there were times when Lucy had woken up early, getting a headstart on her day after a flash of inspiration visiting her in her dreams. 
>Carefully, Lincoln crept to Lynn and Lucy's shared room, cracking it open slightly more as he peaked his head in, trying to adjust his ears to listen for any sign of someone sleeping. 
>Much to his surprise, he heard absolutely nothing. Both of them made quite some noise while asleep, he knew that from personal experience. 
>'Where could they b-'
>"Hello Lincoln."
>"Ah!" Lincoln jumped forward, falling through the door to his sister's room. 
>Rolling over on the floor, clutching his chest, he stared up at his goth sister.
>In her hand was her journal and a pen, Lincoln giving himself a mental pat on the back for being at least half right. 
>"L-Lucy!" He yelped, his heart racing against his hand. "Y-You NEED to stop doing that!" 
>"Sorry."
>Lucy stared down at him, causing an awkward silence to settle between them. Lincoln swore that he could see a slight blush on her cheeks under her hair. 
>Slowly, Lincoln pulled himself off the ground. He needed to know where Lynn was, after all. 
>"So uh...where's Ly-"
>"Why do you smell like that?" 
>Lincoln's eyes widened at the question, shocked that his younger sister could place a finger on the smell. "L-Like...what?
>"Like how Lynn smells some mornings."
>Lincoln recoiled, realizing what that 'sweet smell' really was. 
>Knowing he had to make up something, and quick, he decided on the half truth. 
>"Oh! I just had a bad dream, is all!" He stammered out. "W-Woke up all sweaty, was going to go clean it off! Yup! Bye Lucy!" 
>Panicking, he pushed past her, almost sprinting to the bathroom and slamming the door behind him.

>'Great job Linc...' He thought, turning around and placing his back to the door. 'She DEFINITELY knows somethings up now.' 
>Lincoln sighed as he stood in the bathroom. He needed a shower, but without being preoccupied, the scent hit his nose once again.
>He took in the scent of his clothes, now knowing that Ronnie Anne was the reason for such an aroma being on him. 
>As he inhaled, a mixture of disgust and comfort erupted within him, memories calling back to Ronnie Anne laying atop him, showing the only form of care she had ever given him.
>He also remembered the rough and intense grip she had on him to not let him escape, keeping him in place as she selfishly basked in her conquest of him.
>He snapped out of his daze and walked to the shower and turned it on. He had to get out of his clothes, maybe after a long shower he'd feel much better, and his mind would clear. 
>Turning around to the mirror, he risked a glance at himself fully for the first time since the nightmare of last night. He truly was afraid to see what sorry state he was in.
>Looking over himself, he felt tears well up in his eyes.
>He looked completely ragged, his face stained red with tears, heavy bags under his eyes. His hair was a greasy mess, unkempt and pointing every which way.
>His clothes were stared at the top, and the rest were incredibly wrinkled, the collar popped up on only one side. 
>Shame overtook him, ripping his shirt over his head and rushing to kick off his pants and underwear. 
>And as Lincoln stared back up at his reflection, a ball welled up in his throat.
>He felt himself wanting last night to happen again, and he longed for it to be soon.

>Disgusted at his own visage, he quickly turned and walked to the shower, beginning to run the water. 
>'Focus, I need to wake up and get ready.'
>The shower did little to calm Lincoln's nerves, his mind wandering to how he'll need to proceed in the coming days. 
>He needed to talk to Lynn, tell her what happened. He really didn't want to, and it wasn't going to be easy.
>'She needs to know the truth...' He thought, guilt coursing through him. He knew that telling her could spell the end of their relationship, but she was the one who stuck by him in his most vulnerable time. It'd be incredibly cruel not to.
>He had already broken her trust once. 
>'She deserves the truth, at the very least.'
>He also thought of what he was going to do about Ronnie Anne. His disgust in her was rivaled by the intense longing he felt to be with her again, something he never thought he'd want after what she had done. 
>Sighing, he began finishing up his shower, rubbing in the shampoo and rinsing it out. Turning off the water and reaching for his towel, he once more looked at himself in the mirror. 
>'Much, much better...'
>Relieved that he no longer smelled the intoxicating aroma Ronnie Anne had left on him, and seeing himself look much better, he stepped out of the bathroom.
>'Alright. Time to get dressed and make some bre-'
>Suddenly, from downstairs, he heard a crash, causing him to lock up mid-stride, almost losing his towel in the process.
>'Was that from the kitchen?' he thought, peering down the stairs.
>Lincoln scratched his head. Had he really just heard that? He was still pretty tired, it wasn't completely impossible he had just imagined it. 
>Shrugging, he went back into his room, quickly getting changed. Just as he went to put on his shirt, he heard yet another crash from the kitchen, this time much louder than the previous one. 
>'Did someone break in? This early in the morning?' 
>Throwing on his shirt, he rushed out of his room and to the top of the stairs, preparing himself to be as quiet as possible.
>Placing his back to the railing, he slowly began his descent down, applying as little pressure as possible with each step he took. A few times the steps creaked underneath him, giving him reason to pause for a moment, before continuing after a few seconds.
>Hanging a left and continuing to hug the wall, he side stepped his way around the table, until he was at the entrance to the kitchen. 
>From within, he heard rustling and the distinct sound of eggs being cracked. 
>"Dangit!" Someone whispered from within, obviously trying to keep their voice down. 
>'Wait...that voice...is that-?'
>Peaking his head around, Lincoln was greeted to one of the most bizarre sights he'd ever seen in his 11 years of life. 
>In the kitchen, Lynn stood there, clad in an apron above a few pans. Eggshells littered the floor and counter next to her, Lynn placing yet another wasted egg next to a small group of them.
>"Come ON!" 
>Lincoln could only gawk at her, his mouth hanging agape. She looked stunning in an apron.

>Lincoln finally snapped himself out of his daze, shaking himself and stepping out from behind the wall.
>"Lynn?" 
>Slamming down an egg she had in her hand, not even hitting the pan and splattering it on the countero, Lynn swung around, a blush immediately staining her cheeks.
>"L-Lincoln?!" She stammered out. "What are you doing up?!" 
>Lincoln, taken aback by the sudden surge of femininity from her, stared at her. He took in how she looked in that apron, not realizing how odd he seemed to her. 
>"Lincoln!" She snapped, snapping at him. "Did you hear me?!" 
>"H-Huh? Oh!" Lincoln broke eye contact with her, looking around the kitchen. "I always make breakfast today...what are YOU doing up?" 
>Turning his attention back to Lynn, he was surprised to see her show a hint of embarrassment, looking down to the ground. 
>"Well...you were really down yesterday...I thought maybe I'd be on breakfast duty today..." 
>Lincoln stared at her, not really able to connect 'Lynn' and 'cooking' together. 
>"I mean..." He finally said, gesturing to the mess around them. "You're not doing that good of a job..."

>Lynn pouted, picking up an eggshell from next to her, throwing it away from her.
>"Oh cut me some slack, Linc." She said, tapping her foot. "You know I'm not good with this kind of stuff!"
>Lincoln chuckled, a small smile spreading on his lips. Lynn didn't show this side often, but he loved every moment she did. 
>In the back of his mind, he knew this could be one of the last times she shows this side to him and only him.
>"Alright fine. Let me give you some tips. Everyone will be up soon anyway." 
>As Lincoln instructed Lynn on how to crack an egg correctly, berating her for not knowing such a simple thing in cooking, he slowly began to feel worse and worse about the situation. 
>He just didn't know how to tell her. 
>Continuing to make breakfast for the family, he felt his will sucking out of him, becoming more and more apprehensive at how he should go about it, the smile he had on moments ago slipping back down to a frown.
>'What are you doing?' 
>Lynn more than a few times went to hug him as he cooked, each time Lincoln squirming out of it. 
>'You need to tell her.' 
>Each time she went to kiss his cheek, he'd tilt his head away unconsciously, just out of her reach.
>'She needs to know.'
>Fed up with her denied efforts, Lynn stepped away from him and suddenly turned to him, a frown on her face. 
>"This has been going on for 24 hours..." She said, eyes cast downward once more. "Did...did I do something wrong?" 
>Lincoln nearly messed up the final portion of eggs for Lily, glancing nervously over to Lynn. 
>"W-What? No...of course not Lynn!" He stammered out. "It's just...something happened..." 
>His gut tightened as those words left his lips.
>Lynn's eyebrows raised at his answer. "What happened Lincoln? You know you can tell me..."

>"I know...just...I love you a-" 
>Lincoln was cut off as Lynn closed the distance between them, pressing her lips to his, smiling gently to him. "I love you too. Nothing will change that."
>Lincoln's eyes widened in horror, watching her step back, taking his hands into hers. 
>"Just tell me, okay?" 
>Lincoln blinked once. Then twice. Tears filled his eyes as he looked at the girl he betrayed.
>'No matter what, huh?'
>As he felt tears threaten to run down his cheeks, he slipped his hands from hers, rubbing at his eyes. 
>'You need to do this for her.' 
>Lynn attempted to move towards him only to stopped by a palm gently placed on her shoulder, Lincoln wiping his eyes with his other hand. 
>"Okay, okay." A shuddering breath escaped him, looking back to her. "I just-... something happened, Lynn. Something really bad." 
>Lynn quizzically tilted her head, staring at her brother, concern in her eyes. Whatever it was, she had to of known how bad it was.
>"I-I couldn't stop it...I really couldn't, I promise I couldn't."
>Locked in a stare with her, his vision began to blur once more. 
>'What have you done, Lincoln?' 
>"Last night I-"
>Suddenly, a door slammed open from upstairs, Lincoln and Lynn jumping out of their skin. 
>"Lincoln, my breakfast better be done!" 
>'Lori...' 
>Taking time to calm both their nerves, they both looked at one another. Lincoln suddenly pulled her into another hug, the sounds of all their siblings waking up coming through the floor above them, due to the ruckus caused by Lori. 
>"I'll tell you this afternoon, alright? I promise I will."
>"You can tell me now, you know." She began, "I mean, they all still need to get r-"
>Lincoln simply shook his head, causing Lynn to pause. 
>"Please, just wait."
>Lynn remained quiet, looking over Lincoln. Reluctantly, she nodded. 
>"Okay...but please don't back out, it's obviously bothering you Linc..." 
>All he could think of was how little of a clue she had.
>"I said I promise, okay? Go get ready, I'll get everyone's food all set up." 
>With a kiss on his cheek, Lynn took off the small apron and walked out the kitchen, only taking a moment to look back at him. 
>As he heard her finally retreat upstairs, Lincoln felt his will breaking down. 
>'No matter what, huh?' he thought, 'Of course she'd say that now.' 
>Steeling himself, he made sure to put on his best face for his sisters, no need to drag them down from seeing him upset.
>As the sisters slowly filed down the stairs, all ready for the day and greeting Lincoln, Lynn traded Lincoln a knowing glance, before beginning to eat her own food. 
>Breakfast went as well as it usually did, and as time came to leave for school, Lori instructed the kids into the van.
>Each sister talked about their plans for their Friday afternoon, spare for Lincoln, Lucy, and Lynn. 
>Lori had a date with Bobby, Luna had a concert to go to, Leni to the mall, Luan had comedy practice, and the younger kids all had 'play dates' set up by Dad and Mom. 
>'Perfect.' He thought, knowing the solace between Lynn and himself would be important when he told her. 'Now, I just need to look out for Ronnie Anne for today.' 
>Despite wanting to keep away from her, in the back of his head he hoped she would be at school, and that she would ask of him to do what they had done last night. 
>As they neared school, he couldn't help but feel anticipation and glee at being able to see her again.

>As Lincoln arrived, he turned back and gave the van a half-hearted wave, putting on the best fake smile he could muster.
>Lynn looked back, giving him a quick wink as she smiled sadly to him.
>The van pulled away, and Lincoln was left alone. 
>'Should I even look for Clyde?' he thought, looking around. Everywhere, kids were getting out of cars, Lincoln sighing to himself. He didn't have the energy for this, not now. 
>'Nah, I may as well just go ahead in.' 
>Making his way through the front doors, and down towards his locker, Lincoln kept ever mindful of the possibility of Ronnie Anne ambushing him. 
>She always did know when to catch him off guard, and she'd be the kind of girl to play off what she had done last night as if it was nothing. 
>At least, he assumed she was. There wasn't any regret in her that he could see the night prior.
>Nearing his locker, he saw something about it that looked off. 
>As he realized what it was, his eyes widened in horror. His stomach clenched tightly and his heart skipped a beat. 
>Taped to his locker, like it had been done the day before, was a small folded piece of paper, this time with a heart drawn on it. 
>As he stared at it, catching a few fellow students making comments as they passed, he swallowed a lump in his throat and raised a shaking hand to it. 
>Slowly peeling off the note, and unraveling it, he was met with a single sentence that put the most fear and excitement he had ever known in his heart. 
>It was beautifully written in near-flawless calligraphy, surrounded by hearts and flowers. It was truly beautiful. He read it over and over again. 
>"Remember, I'm doing this for you, Lincoln."

>Lincoln's focus was gripped by the note. Something about her note gave him a sense of foreboding, a wave of unease washing over him with every word. 
>What could she have possibly meant by it? What did she have planned?
>While he contemplated what Ronnie Anne was up to, he made his way to class. School called, after all.
>All throughout the day, Lincoln couldn't focus on his work. His mind raced around on how he'd break the news to Lynn. He knew he had to do it as gently as possible, but how could he do that with what he did?
>The day passed without much incident, just as it did the day before. Ronnie Anne was once more absent from school, something that worried the already stressed out Lincoln.
>As the bell rang out, he was one of the first up and out the door. 
>"I don't have much time, gotta get home." 
>As he began his departure, something inside of him tugged for him to check the playground they had met at. He knew he shouldn't, that what he had to do was much more important. 
>"But what if Ronnie Anne there?" 
>Lincoln couldn't explain why, but he decided to betray his better judgement. Taking a right instead of a left, he began his trek towards the playground.
>"I really should make this quick," He whispered to himself. "Lynn is definitely already home and waiting."
>As the playground came into view, all that greeted him was a playground full of children. With disappointment in his heart, Lincoln turned around and began a steady jog back home.
>"Great...that's 10 minutes lost."
>He had finally made a plan on how to tell her, and he'd be damned if he missed his only opportunity to tell Lynn in peace.

>"That's weird...where's Lynn?"
>Lincoln became increasingly nervous as he scanned his front yard.
>He assumed Lynn would be out front, awaiting his return to talk with him. It's what she had done whenever she knew he was down since they began dating.
>Why wouldn't she do it now?
>Walking up the porch, Lincoln paused just as he was about to open the door. 
>"She's probably just inside, Linc. Get a hold of yourself." 
>Lincoln repeated words of encouragement through his head, he could feel the confidence building within him. 
>He would tell her the truth, because she deserved to know. 
>Because he loved her more than anything else in the world. 
>"Alright Lincoln Loud. You got this." He whispered to himself, his grip on the knob tightening.
>Lincoln pushed the door open and stepped in. 
>"I'm home!" He called out. 
>No one was there to welcome him. All that did was a muffled noise coming from upstairs. 
>'Probably just Lucy playing some goth audio book.' He figured.
>"Lynn?" 
>As Lincoln made his way into the living room, something out of the ordinary caught his attention. 
>There, on the counter, sat a small CD case atop an opened brown package, with the words 'For Lynn' written beautifully in marker. 
>Something about the writing irked him the wrong way.
>It took him only a moment to realize what was bothering him. The flowing cursive gripped him with a sense of dread. 
>It was Ronnie Anne's handwriting.

>Lincoln dropped the case back on the table, fear gripping him.
>"N-No," He shuddered out. "She wouldn't...do that." 
>Deep down, Lincoln knew she would. Why wouldn't she, after all she's done already? 
>As he reached the base of the stairs, the muffled noise from upstairs hit his ears once more. His eyes shot wide open as his head snapped to the second story.
>"Lynn."
>Lincoln didn't have any plan, he simply acted on instinct. He bolted up the stairs, and rounded the corner before skidding to a halt. 
>'Please, not like this. She doesn't need to find out like this!' He screamed in his head. 
>The idea of him losing her now, more than ever, scared him. 
>Down the hall, Lincoln could clearly see the door cracked open. His heart raced as the sound became much more clear to him. 
>Muffled moaning and grunting emanated out from behind the door. Lincoln was frozen in place, like a deer in headlights as the true gravitas of the situation hit him. 
>Lynn was watching his rape. She was watching him meld with someone else. She was watching Lincoln betray her trust.
>She was watching him enjoy his innocence being taken by force.
>Lincoln's legs felt heavier than stone as he stood in the hall. 
>His mind raced on what to do. More than anything, he wanted to run. He didn't want to see her, he couldn't even begin to fathom what she was feeling. 
>'You have to face her.' 
>As he took his first step, Lincoln noted how much he was shaking. 
>'You can't run away from this.' 
>He closed the distance to the door slowly, a hand on the wall to stabilize himself. 
>As he reached the door, Lincoln paused. He tried to muster up words of encouragement within his mind again. He needed a pep talk, and bad. 
>His mind came up empty. 
>From inside, he could hear the moaning from the video clearly now. He could also hear the very moment he finished within his assaulter. 
>"R-Ronnie Anne!" 
>His vision blurred as he placed his hand on the door. He couldn't even picture what Lynn was like, watching this. He only knew he had to try to make it right. 
>He needed her to believe him. He needed to fix her trust in him. He needed her to forgive him, even after all she's seen.
>He needed her.
>He did his best to prepare himself as he pulled the door towards him, swinging it open.
>The door swung open, Lincoln's heart pounding against his chest as he took in the sight before him. 
>Lynn was sitting at his desk, her head down on her arms. She didn't move a muscle as the door whipped open. 
>The small laptop on the desk hung on the image of Ronnie Anne and Lincoln post-climax, gripping onto one another, illuminated by the moonlight.
>Time seemed to slow to crawl as Lincoln stood there, his mouth occasionally opening to say something, only for nothing to come out. 
>What even was there to say?
>So he stood there, his body shaking and his heart racing as he watched his sister and lover, motionless. 
>'You need to apologize,' He thought. 'You need to try to make this right.' 
>"Lynn." He spoke, his voice barely above a whisper. 
>Lincoln's voice stirred her. Lynn lifted her head from between her arms, her face just hidden from Lincoln. 
>He tried to make his legs move toward her, but they were grounded there. His whole body was locked up. 
>Slowly, she brought her hand to the laptops side, ejecting the disk from it. Silently, she placed it down next to the laptop, finally turning to Lincoln as she stood up from his desk. 
>He really wish she hadn't. 
>Her face was stained with tears, red streaks running down her cheeks. Her eyes were puffy and staring directly into his. 
>Neither of them spoke. They simply stared into one another's eyes.
>Lincoln's gut twisted under her gaze. The way her eyes lierced him was something he had never felt before. He hoped he never would again after today. 
>"Lynn." He repeated, his voice raspy and weak.
>She didn't respond. 
>"Can you let me expl-"
>Before Lincoln could finish, he noticed Lynn's body beginning to tremble. Her breathing turned ragged and her eyes downcast.
>Fear and panic gripped Lincoln.
>"S-She made me do it, I-I did this for us! Just let me tell you the whole story. Please!" 
>Finally taking a step forward, Lincoln pointed to himself.
>"I-It wasn't my fault, I-I promise!" He yelled. 
>His wording set something off within Lynn, her eyes snapping back up to his. Tears threatened to fall once more. 
>It pained him to see her like this, but she needed to know. He turned his head away, guilt coursing through him. 
>"I trusted you." 
>Lincoln snapped his head back around just in time to see her break into a dash, one arm covering her eyes as she slipped right past Lincoln. 
>He called out as he sprinted after her, but he knew it was a fruitless endeavor. She made it to her room and slammed the door in his face. 
>"Lynn, please, come out!" He yelled out, banging on it a few times. No answer. 
>As silence descended upon the house once more, Lincoln turned around and leaned back onto the door. His vision blurred as he looked up at the ceiling. 
>He sat there for a long time. He didn't know how long. He wished it would be face to face, but he knew he'd not get the chance. 
>"Lynn, are you listening?" He asked, raising his voice.
>Silence.
>"I really hope you are." 
>Lincoln could've sworn he heard something shuffle from within the room. 
>"I really need you to believe me on this, Lynn. On everything I'm about to say. I love you, and you deserve to know this." 
>A soft thump against the door behind him gave him all the answer he needed.
>"Okay. Here I go." 
>He spilled every last detail he could. The notes, the video, the blackmail.
>Everything.

>As he continued to recount what had happened, Lincoln's stomach slowly unknotted. 
>It took awhile, explaining every detail, but eventually he finished at where they left off this morning. He purposefully left out his excursion to the playground.
>She didn't need to know he went looking for Ronnie Anne. 
>Lincoln stood up, wiping his face of any marks left from his tears. 
>"So, now you know, Lynn. Well, hopefully at least." 
>Lincoln smiled sadly as he turned back toward the door, pressing his hand against it. 
>"I love you, Lynn. I know it's hard to believe, this whole thing is so messed up. But I just need you-" Lincoln choked up, his smile fading as he remembered her words from only minutes before. 
>"I need you to trust me."
>He stood there for what felt like minutes. He wanted some kind of confirmation, anything at all. 
>He knew he wouldn't get it. 
>Turning towards his room, Lincoln made his way back inside. He wanted to take a nap, he felt more drained than he had ever felt before. 
>Closing the door behind him, Lincoln turned his attention towards the disk. He picked it up and examined it. 
>The conflicted emotions within him swirled around. More than anything, he wanted to snap it, as if trying to destroy the horrible event itself. All the pain it caused him and Lynn. All it took was a simple twist.
>"Come on Lincoln, do it. Just break it." He whispered to himself. 
>However, his hands wouldn't budge. He couldn't bring himself to destroy it. 
>For reasons he didn't understand, his hand guided the disk into the laptop, Lincoln taking his seat at the desk.

>Lincoln could feel his eyes glaze over as he stared emptily at the screen, the film of his rape beginning. 
>"M-More..." He heard himself say. He didn't feel anything at all. 
>"Oh Lincoln, say that again...but beg for it."
>”P-Please. Please, Ronnie Anne…please give me more.” 
>He felt his stomach knot up. He knew what he had said, but to hear the lust in his voice. His pleading for her to continue the vile act. 
>Then, to hear himself say he loved her. That undid him. His eyes watered as he continued to blankly stare at the screen, almost as if he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. 
>He knew he meant it too. Despite finding what had happened to be absolutely disgusting, he knew he meant every word. He loved her taking his innocence. He loved her abuse when they dated. He loved HER. 
>Suddenly, the sound cut out. Lincoln shot for the keyboard, thinking something was wrong. He found nothing wrong. It then hit him what she had done. 
>”She cut out what she said, about Lynn and me together.” He whispered, disbelief coursing through him. His only chance at proof that he didn’t agree to this, that she had coerced him in some way, and she had cut it out. 
>”No wonder Lynn wouldn’t listen.” 
>As the sound abruptly cut back on, his room was filled with moans and gasps, just as it had been earlier. Yet this time, Lincoln’s body reacted in something other than fear. As his pants tightened, his disgust in himself rose tenfold.
>The video continued, with him sitting there with vitriol and shame within him. As the two cuddled post climax, he remembered the feeling of how close they were at that moment.
>Their bodies heating each other. How gentle she was to him for the first time since they first dated. Her naked form against him.
>Lincoln watched as Ronnie Anne leaned over to shut off the camera. As he reached down to eject the disk, the screen flashed white.
>The screen flashed to Ronnie Anne sitting in frame, smiling.
>”Hello, Linc-y!” She said, her voice dripping with sweetness. “I’ve missed you!”
>Lincoln’s heart leapt in his chest.
>”I know you missed me.”
>”Ronnie Anne?” He asked, his eyes glued on the screen.
>”I’m going to cut right to the point,” She began. “We’re going to meet again.”
>Lincoln’s jaw dropped.
>”You know what’s going to happen if you don’t. I KNOW you’re watching this. And Lynn, if this is you…”
>Ronnie Anne bent forward, her eyes narrowing as she looked into the camera.
>”Be a dear, and give this to your brother. This was meant for him just as much as it was for you. Besides, I bet he can get a lot more out of this than you.”
>Her cackling laughter filled the room as she shut off the camera, the feed going dark. Lincoln couldn’t do anything.
>He just sat there. What was he to do? He echoed his words to himself in that silent room.
>”You know what’s going to happen, huh?”
>On one hand, if he goes, he’s just proving Lynn right. He really wanted her again, as awful as it was. He still felt the warmth of her body, and yearned for it once more.
>On the other, if he doesn’t, Ronnie Anne will release the pictures she has. He couldn’t let that happen, who knows what his parents would do!
>With a sigh, Lincoln put his head down on the desk. It was still slightly damp from Lynn. He wanted to cry, but he just couldn’t. He felt so lost; so alone. The last two days had been absolute hell. He thought of which choice had a better outcome. They both seemed so awful.
>Unbeknownst to Lincoln as he weighed his options, a shadow in the vents above finally began to move away from its position, back towards the bathroom from which it entered from.

>Lincoln's mind raced as he thought of how to approach his situation. It took several minutes for him to finally reach a conclusion.
>"I need to do it," He said, defeat present in his voice. "For Lynn and I. If there's even anything left to save."
>Lincoln brought his hand to the side of the laptop, finally ejecting the disk. With a quick twist, he snapped the disk in half, discarding the pieces into his bin.
>He knew Ronnie had more.
>Turning to the clock, it became evident that dinner time was rapidly approaching. The members of the Loud family would be filing in one by one as it got closer and closer to dinner. Slowly he rose from his chair and opened the door.
>"May as well pass time downstairs."
>Lincoln spared a glance at Lynn's room. No light peaked from under the crack of the door. With a sigh, he retreated downstairs and onto the couch.
>One by one, each sister returned home. All of them smiling so brightly from days out, unknowing of what he had to endure. Of what Lynn had to endure.
>Dinner time came quickly, Lincoln watched each of his sisters go into the dining room from the couch, praying he'd see Lynn descend the steps.
>She was no where to be seen.
>As Lucy came down the steps, Lincoln shook his head and finally got up, following her.
>"Lucy, where's Lynn?" Rita Loud asked, the goth girl stopping in her tracks.
>"O-Oh! Uh...she's....not feeling well." She stammered out, uncharacteristically fidgeting as she did. Her response seemed to please the matriarch of the family, nodding her head.
>"It's all that outside time she's been doing. Of course she got sick!" She huffed.
>The two made their way into the kitchen at the kids table, seating themselves at their respective spots.
>Lincoln sighed as he stared at his food. He simply didn't feel like eating.
>Especially with Lucy glaring at him from where she sat.

>Dinner continued with unease in the air, every member of the kids table could feel the tension in the air.
>Even Lisa was afraid to speak up.
>"Sooo..." Lincoln finally broke the silence, turning to the twins. "How were your days? I know you three had little play dates!" 
>"Good." They all quickly said in unison, sparing glances at Lucy.
>The rest of dinner was kept silent, no one daring to attempt to speak up.
>As the younger kids hastily finished their meals and made their ways out of the kitchen with Lola carrying Lily, Lincoln and Lucy were left alone.
>"She told you everything, didn't she?"  He asked, his eyes glued to his half-finished plate.
>"I heard everything." She corrected. 
>With a sigh, he looked up at her. Surprisingly, she didn't look nearly as angry as before.
>"Lincoln, I need you to tell me the truth." 
>"Tell you what?" 
>"When are you meeting with her again?" 
>Lincoln's eyes widened, shaking his head. For some reason, he found himself angry. He didn't understand why though. 
>"That's...hardly any of your bu-" 
>"Do you love Lynn?"
>The question took him completely off guard, his fists balling on the table.
>"Yes." He said after a period of silence.
>"Then tell me, Lincoln. When are you two meeting?"
>"Tonight." He forced the answer out. Slowly, Lucy rose from her seat, nodding as she turned to leave.
>"Okay. Thank you."
>"W-Wait!"
>Lincoln shot up from his seat, causing Lucy to stop.
>"Why do you ask?" 
>A sharp intake of breath escaped Lucy, as if she was preparing to answer him. However, without another word, she began her stride once more and swiftly exited the kitchen.
>Leaving Lincoln, once more, alone with his thoughts.

>Lincoln stood there in the kitchen, wheels spinning on the odd reaction he was given. He looked down at his unfinished food and shook his head, picking up his plate.
>"Whatever." He said under his breath. He was trying desperately to not let the conversation get to him.
>He was failing miserably.
>As Lincoln cleaned his dish of the half eaten food, he realized that, like earlier, how eerily quiet the house was.
>This time, however, he knew it was full.
>He looked up at the clock. 7:01 PM.
>As he exited the kitchen, an empty living room greeted him.
>"Weird..." Was all he could say as he began climbing the stairs. As he reached the top of the stairs, he noticed all his sister's doors were closed.
>All except Lori and Leni's.
>Lincoln crept his way to the door, peeking around the corner.
>Through the doorway, Lori could be seen packing a small bag atop her bed, her back turned with Leni sprawled out on her own bed
>"But Lori! Who's gonna keep me company tonight?! Like, what if I get a nightmare?" 
>"Leni, we literally just explained this," She began, turning around to face her sister. "It's all part of Lu-" 
>Before she could finish, Lori locked eyes with Lincoln for a brief second, his body moving on its own as he shot back behind the cover of the wall. Fear shot through him, 
>"Part of Lu? Who's Lu?" He could hear Leni ask.
>"Uh, you know what Leni? Don't worry about it. Just know I'm gonna be over at Bobby's most of the night, uh, studying." Her voice was much quieter now.
>"Like. We. Talked. About." She sternly added, the rustling of clothes returning.
>Lincoln skulked away from the door, moving back towards his room.
>As he closed the door, he pressed his back to it, as if at any moment Lori would be banging and kicking at the door to get in, like she normally would.
>The angry yelling or banging against the door never came.

>He waited a minute. Than a second. Silence was all beyond his door offered him.
>Cracking the door open, Lincoln peaked his head out into the hall. Nothing.
>"Huh..." He fully opened the door and stepped back out, looking around. Every single one of his sister's doors were closed, not a peep from any of them, save for Leni humming. 
>More than likely just looking at her clothes like she normally did before bed, he figured.
>Tiptoeing his way downstairs, he took a peak around the dining and living room. Nothing. But something did catch his eye.
>Vanzilla was missing, and it was safe to assume Lori with it.
>Creeping back into up into his room, Lincoln flicked off the lights.
>He knew he was going to need as much energy as he could have for tonight.
>He was going to be exhausted.
>"Same as last time. 1 AM." He whispered to himself as he climbed into bed.
>Time seemed to pass at a crawl, Lincoln trying to find ways to bide his time. He tried to read his comics in the dark. No dice. He tried just play mind games with himself, but quickly found his thoughts muddled with 'what-ifs' and worrying about what he was to face tonight. He was kind of excited.
>Finally, as the clock was just a tick from 1, he sat up.
>Rising from his bed, Lincoln cracked his door open. This time, the hallway was completely devoid of sound.
>"Quietly, quietly." He chanted in his head as he slide himself between the crack, trying his hardest to muffle the click of the door as he shut it. As he sneaked to the stairs and took his first step down, the familiar sound of a knob being turned echoed out.
>Directly behind him.
>Whirling around, his eyes shot open in fear as he took in the shadowy outline of two of his sisters standing in the doorway.
>"Lincoln..." A raspy voice whispered.
>Thousands of thoughts swirled around his head, trying desperately to grasp for something to answer her.
>"Lynn." Was the only thing that escaped his lips.

>Lincoln could only stare at the two shadows, both unmoving just as he was.
>His mouth was incredibly dry, his tongue rolling around his mouth in dire need of moisture, yet none came to him. 
>No one dared to speak a word. 
>Several times, he heard Lynn take in breath, about to say something to him. 
>No words came. At first, at least. 
>"So..." Lynn whispered, a slight drip of anger in her voice. "How are you?" 
>The question took Lincoln completely off guard. After a second of stammering, he finally found his bearing.
>"I...I'm good?"
>As he answered, Lynn stepped out of her door frame, walking immediately to his side and grabbing roughly onto his arm. 
>To Lincoln's surprise, she pulled him down with her as she descended the steps. 
>"Good. That's good." She whispered back, her head pointed forward. 
>"How, u-uh. How are you?" 
>"Peachy."
>As they reached the end of the stairs, Lincoln whipped his head back, the shadow of Lucy being completely gone from the top of the stairs.
>Yet she didn't follow them.
>"Weird..." He whispered under his breath.
>"What was that?" 
>"O-Oh, nothing!" 
>Lynn finally let go of his arm, opening the front door slowly and holding it open. 
>She pointed out the door, giving him a quick nod.
>"Let's go." 
>"Uh...go where?" Lincoln asked, finally snapping out of the shock of seeing her again.
>"You know where." She simply replied, pointing again out the door.
>"We're going to the park."
>Lincoln stumbled a bit as her words hit him.
>"W-Wait, no, we don't need to go there!" Lincoln sputtered out, panic gripping him. Lynn paused, peering back at him
>"Why, don't want me to have a chat with your new girlfriend?"
>The coldness in Lynn's voice chilled Lincoln to his core. Lynn turned around and once more began walking, not seeming to care whether Lincoln was following anymore.
>It was beyond obvious she was still hurt.
>"You know it's not like that." Lincoln whispered.
>It took Lincoln a moment, but slowly he pressed onward, a few paces behind her.
>For the first time, Lincoln got to take a good look at Lynn since the incident, even if he couldn't make out all the details in the moonlight.
>Her hair was lightly frizzled even in her pony tail, and her clothes were somewhat wrinkled.
>Lincoln also noticed something peculiar as she was walking, something that he had never seen Lynn do.
>She was shaking.
>Several reasons popped up in his head. Was she cold? Was she still sapped from earlier? She couldn't possibly be scared...
>Could she?
>The mere idea of Lynn Loud, possibly the strongest person he knew, scared of something coming enough to leave her shaking didn't play well with Lincoln.
>Increasing his pace, Lincoln quickly caught up with his sister, getting right by her side. A surge of confidence overtaking him. 
>He could've sworn he saw her lip trembling.
>"Hey, Lynn, are you sure you're okay?"
>Lynn kept her eyes forward as they walked, her expression visibly hardening.
>"Yep."
>"I mean, don't get me wrong Lynn, but you just s-" 
>Lynn hard stop and whirled towards Lincoln.
>"I'm fine, okay? I just-" She paused for a second, a crack in her mask showing through for a brief moment. "I'm fine."